84                  LETTERS TO AN  UNKNOWN

than it would have seemed in any other
moment. You say that you were happy,
too, and this word effaces all the others that
precede and follow. It Is the best thing you
have said to me for a long time; it is almost
the only time when I felt that your heart was
not different from others. What a radiant
promenade!

LXXIV.

VEZELAY, August 8, 1843.

I THANK you for having written a word to
me before my departure. It is the inten-
tion which pleased me, not the expression of
your letter. You say extraordinary things.
If you thought half of the things that you
say, it would be wiser for us never to meet
again. Your affection for me is only a sort
of mind's play. You are one of those chilly
women of the North; you live only by the
head. What I could say to you, you would
not understand. You can divine my thoughts
sometimes, but you will never understand
them.

What is certain is, that we had formed ofss again.il that has passed when I am suffer-te the memory of it. Good-by. Think
